WHAT HE GOT OUT OF COLLEGE

" I guess you made a mistake. We do not
do that way here," he said, offering the other
his gloved hand in formal salutation as a sign
to begin hostilities. The next moment his right
shot out and took the man upon the point of the
jaw, and the left followed suit. In two min-
utes he was down and out. Roosevelt was " in
form " that day. All the fighting blood in him
had been roused by the unfairness of the blow.
I have seen him when his blood was up for
good cause once or twice, and I rather think
the story must be true. If I were to fight him
and wanted to win, I should shun a foul blow
as I would the pestilence. I am sure I would
not run half the risk from the latter.

Play was part of the college life, and he
took a hand in it because it belonged. Work
was the bigger part, and he did not shirk it, or
any of it. I am not sure, but I have a notion
that he did not like arithmetic. I feel it in my
bones, somehow. Perhaps the wish is father to
the thought. I know I hated it. But I will
warrant he went through with it all the same,
which I did not. I think he was among the first
twenty in his class, which graduated a hundred
and forty. He early picked out as his special-